by Ltjg. Nathan Norton

eing aWest-Coast squadron based on

the East Coast presents unique chal-

lengesin preparing for deployment.
After ferrying our 10 aircraft from Oceanato
North Idand (during the Christmas holidays),
staging and moving al our gear from C-130sto
the boat, then transporting all our people
across country, we till had to bounce and CQ
beforethe CVN got underway.

Holding the coveted status of most junior
JO, and therefore most junior RIO by defaullt, |
was assigned to do al of my flying with our
brand-new X O, which made me nervousat
first. My apprehension quickly faded asour
crew coordination and habitsgelled. It felt
good to be back flying after holiday |eave and
alengthy POM period. Weflew three un-
eventful bounce periodsat NAF El Centro
beforeit was showtime.

Asajunior JO, | rodethe C-9 out to NAS
North Island, walked aboard the CVN early
the next morning, and then manned the duty
desk during theinitial fly-onand CQ. | tried
reviewing asmany CV NATOPS procedures
aspossible.

The next morning, the XO and | briefed
for our day CQ hop. Our day requirement of
two touch-and-goes and two traps should have
been easy because most of thewing'saircraft
had not yet flown on.

Approaching the cat, wewent through our
single-engine procedures and repested, “ Cat
one, cat one, cat one,” over thelCSjust in case
wemight haveto suspend. It feltlikeyears
since our last work-up period, and | wastrying
hard to keep abreast of all the activity onthe
flight deck.
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| rogered the 58K weight board asthe XO
finished histakeoff checks. Thewingswere
out, theflaps came down, and it wastimeto
run up the engines. Over theroar of our TF-
30s, | heard the XO begin to methodically step
through the wipeout.

“There'sforward...”

| swung around to glance back at the
horizontal stabs.

A

| saw the stabs peek up abovethewings.

“It doesn’t fedl likewe re getting enough
aft stick,” the XO quickly reported. Once
again, | looked back and could seethe stab
popping up from behind thewing.

“Stabsarecoming up, gir....”

“Suspend!” he shouted.

| frantically broadcast to tower, “ Suspend
cat one! Suspend cat one!”

Following our director, wethrottled back
and did some quick troubleshooting. The XO
asked, “ Areyou surethe stabswere coming
up enough? 1t just didn't feel likewe had the
normal stick authority. It felt likewewereonly
getting about fifteen to twenty degrees.”

| replied, “ Sir, the stabs are coming up.
Whether it'senoughishardto tell, but you
definitely had some authority back there.”

We decided to giveit another try. Again,
the power came up and the X O started
through the wipeout.

“Forward...aft...” | saw the exact same
amount of stab as before.

“Left...”

“Four left!” | called, watching all of the
left spoilers pop up.

“Right...”



“Four right!” | reported.

“Left rudder...right rudder.” Theflight-
deck troubleshooterswereall giving the
shooter athumbs-up. “Well, everyone says
we' regood to go. Ready?’

“All st,” | replied.

Everything up to thispoint had looked fine
to me, but at the end of the cat stroke, we both
knew something wasterribly wrong. My eyes
were now glued to the standby gyro and
altimeter. We had 10 degrees of attitude, but
the altimeter was barely climbing. By thetime
| could spuitter, “Altitude!l” the XO was aready
shouting, “1 gotit! I gotit! | gotit!”

Thedtimeter dowly dimbed through 30,
then 50feet. After acoupleof choicefour-letter
words, wedowly turned crosswind, dimbingto
600 feet to enter the CQ pattern. After we
trapped, wetaxied out of thelanding areaand
immediately sgnaled to theflight-deck coordina
tor that thejet wasdown. After aquick hustle by
opsand maintenance, wewerein another jet.

Again, wetaxied to cat 1 and went through
thetakeoff checks. Thistime, thewipeout looked
surprisingly different. | looked back and saw a
full 33-degree deflection. Thestabsweren't just
peeking up from behind thewing; they were
blocking my view of the JBD. Our earlier
decisonto launch had been ahuge mistake.

First, whilel had checked to seethat the
stabswere moving, | didn’t really havea
good ideaof how a proper wipeout |ooked.
Sure the stabs were moving, but what did 33
degreesreally look like? | had been watching,
but not really analyzing, the control surfaces
asthey moved.

Second, thereisno excusefor not knowing
NATOPS. Assoon asthe XO said hewasonly
getting 15to 20 degrees of aft-stick authority,
bellsand whistles should have been going off in
our heeds. | learned |ater we had only been
getting 16 degreesof authority, not even haf of
thenormal 33 degrees. Sittingonthecatin
tensonisnot thetimeto discusslimitsand
NATOPStrivia Itisintherareingtanceslikethis
whendl the hoursin the big blue book pay off.

Lastly, welet otherspressure usinto
taking ajet flying that had some serious, albeit
ingdious, problems. An experienced flight-
deck crew thought we had agood control
check, but, asthe saying goesif there’sdoubt,
thereisnodoubt. It just didn’t feel right. We
made abad decision and amost paid for it.

A pogtflight ingpection found thet ahorizon-
ta-tail authority stop had failledinthewrong
pasition, resulting inthelimited stab authority.
Incidentally, the same problem occurredin our
second j et after asubsequent trap.
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